Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



DAV 



\Vl 



»'/■'' SI5 „ _ .SEC , 



Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 




Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 



Ho«.d=,Google 



EDITH: 



A PLAY IN FIVE ACTS. 



NEW-YORK: 

JOHN A. GRAY, rRINTEH, IG AND. 13 JACOB STREET, 

FiHE-Pnoop Buildings. 



Hosted .vGoogle 



Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year I8B7, hj 

gxamlB fltopeutt, 

1 the Clerk's Office of the District Court of the tTnitod States ft 

the Southern District of New- York. 



Hosted .vGoogle 



EDITH. 



Ho«.d=,Google 



C TI A E A C T E E f 



Ernest Egertom. 
Hectoh Aldini, 
1?B. Laweance. 

Mil. Si MP KINS, 

Child. 

John Grant, 

First and Second Officers. 

First and Second Players. 

Uaskek. 
Servants, Clergyman, Boys, Messengers, o(<', 

Edith Carlton. 

Maria. 

Mrs. Albbmon. 

Dinah, 

Mrs. Smith. 
BaiDGBT, Sewing Girls, Poor People, etc. 

Scene. — Country Seat near New-York, afterwards 
Mew-Toi-k City. 
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J3D1TH: A PLAi. 



A Mbrary opening on a Garden. 
Maeia, (^Sokii.) 
Or all the gentlemen who visit here, which is to be the happj 
man, and carry oif dear Miss Edith ? It puzzlea me to death. 
[ can't get the least clue. I thought it was Mr, Egerton, but 
he has not been here these ten days, and he iisod to drive out 
three times a week at least. Tliat looks suspicious. I do hope 
Miss Edith has not dechned the honor, and sent him off, ibr he 
is the only man worthy of her that I ever saw. Mr. Aldini 
comes every day, since he returned from Europe, but then he 
lives at the nest villa, and his fine old Italian father comes al- 
most as often. I do hope he is not the happy man. Poor Miss 
Carlton, in that case, I fear, would not he the happy woman. 
Asks, too, always for raff -miatress, and she is my dear, dear mis- 
tress ; but then every body else knows that 1 am her fostei 
sister, and has eyes enough to see that I am her companion. 
Always leading Mr. Grant off too, shooting, trotting horses, or 
some such stuff, when he knows that John ia head-groom, 
head-farmer, and head every thing here outside of the house 
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6 EDITH. [Aol I-i 

Ho ought to know better, and I am afraid he will spoil John. 
But he can't do that, no, for John is such a nice man, and 
makes me such pretty presents. Oh I I do like him so well. I 
wish, however, he wouldn't talk to me as if I was a horse. He 
Calls me his pretty filly, and says I feel my oata. I am sure, I 
Aon't feel any thing of the sort. He said, when I boxed his 
ears the other day for attempting to kiss me, I ought to be put 
in traces with a kicking-strap. I wonder what a "kicking' 
strap" is. I told him he was already in the traoes — of impu- 
dence. In spite of all, I am afraid I like him too well — but— 
does he like me — well t Ho looks at me so strangely at times 
that the blood mounts into my face, and I feel a tremor all 
over. — Oh ! here comes Mr. Aldini t he has looked these two 
days as if all his friends were in heaven, and he was going to 
— the other place. If he was bom here, he is no American. 
He has enough hot blood from hia father and mother, to make 
half a dozen ItaHang. His &ce looks as if he had been in a 
cholera hospital for a month, or seen a ghost. Talk about the 
volcanoes in his own country, as I have heard hira ; why, he 
carries one in himself, smoke, fire, flame, lava, and all. — I don't 
liko him a bit, he was saucy to me when ho first returned, be- 
fore he got the Edith mania, as I call it, and I had to keep out 
of his way. He is a bad man, and — he is so handsome. 

[Entm' Hector. 



Good moi'ning, Marial Is your mistress — is Miss Edith at 

MAUIA. 

7atoi7. Shall I call her P 



Tel! her I await her leisure. 
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Scene r.J EDITH. r 

You aro looking quite ill, sir: can I do any thing for youS 

Nothing. 
MAMA, (Adde.) 
Poor fellow! — I know what medicine he wanta, bride's cake. 
Ho could digest a whole one and feel better for it. [Exit. 

HECTOB, {Solm.) 

I would not pass another such a night for half a Universe. 
Furies and fienda were fighting for my soul. It seemed as if 
scorpions were crawling over my flesh to sting me into mad- 
ness, and yet {Draws pistol) I dared not end it. I had this be- 
neath my pillow. The pressure of an ounce, and a,ll would 
have been well, and yet I dared not. Pearfiil shapes came and 
glared on me, and grinned their horrid laughter. Her form 
camo too, and— torment! — pressed to the bosom of another, 
and yet I dared not. My life is useless. I am borne down 
with torture, and yet this coward hand refused its office. 
These passion-fiames are scorching up life like chaff. It seemed, 
the whole night long, as if the tormenta of that place about 
which fools prate and preat^h, were coursing through my be- 
ing. I can not live bo — -I can not die — so, (Soldn up pistol.) 
The daybreak came at last, after a year-long night, and hope 
came with it. 

She has admirers, men who esteem her, and she lends a 
willing ear to each, to some a close attention, but they are the 
older and graver ones. With all she has a frank simplicity of 
manner, which disarms even suspicion itself. Her color never 
heightens when they come, nor fades as cither leaves. There 
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S EDITH. [Act I., 

can be no passioo, love, without some symptom of it, and I 
have watched her with a passion-sharpened gaze, until her 
very heart seemed visible before my eyes, and found none. 
Nay, more, before that very gaze — mine I mine I I have seen 
her color come and go, her eyelids droop. She does not hate 
me, may be playing with her power, I will see her again, 
passion shall make me olociuent. I wiE conquer her — or make 
her own she loves another. If she say, yes I — then — then- 
why, then, this trusty friend with metal tongue shall answer, 
Nol (Enlaces pUtol in hispoeket,') And chance, annihilation, 
what you will, may take what's left of us. [Enter Edith, 



Good morning, sir, I'm glad to see you. See ray fair spoils, 
are they not lovely ? I feel as if I was a second Atropos, 
when I go into the conservatory with my scissors, and cut the 
elonder threads of their frail lives. Take some of them, will 
you not? 

HECTOR, {Abstrttetedly.} 
Thoy are very pretty. 



"s it not a charming day ? 



Beautiful — I believe. 



You will dine with us to day ? 
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I wish you would, and with your Mher. Mine is always 
lad to see liiin, and so am I, 



glad to see liiin, and so am I, 



I can not speak of all this, Miss Carlton. These aimless 
words are lite laughing on the crust over a burning pit. 
Edith I tell me you did but jest, when you refused my love, 
and said you could not wed me. 



It is a horrid dream. Tell me it is. Women have the right, 
you know, to play with us, when we are held secure. TcU me 
it was a jest. I'll kugh, too, at the folly, nay, bless you for it- 
Edith I your color comes and goes, when I am near — 



Why, why is this ? As children we grew up ahnost to- 
gether, and now, here, you give me more of your time than 
any other one, yet you say no. Your eyelids droop beneath 
my ardent gaze, and yet you say no. This is gbUsh modesty,- 
or tri6ing. Edith, you are mine ! 



Sa\—iAnde.) What shall I do? 
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M EDITH. [Aotl., 

HECTOB. 

Mine, by all these ajmptoms, and dearer to mc than life to 
my sinking wretch. These flowers, which you have given 
me, are emblems of yourself. You have touched fhem with 
your lips, your breath has mixed with their perfume: you 
would not give them if you hated me, nay, if you were in- 
different. Tell me^ (iiey have a meaning, (OoDere her face with 
herhmids.) They have I They have! Edith, does not the 
God of whom you speak so much, t*aeh you to love all things ? 
Spare some of this love for me. All! all I I must have all 1 
I'hen I will worship Ilim and you. Sec, jou could save a soul 
in loving me. 



Fancy has turued to sentiment, sentiment blazed into love, 
and love flashed into a passion, which will consume my sou]' 
unless you bid it stay. Bdili, I stand npon the chasm's edge,' 
and you have placed me there. Deep down the forked flames 
are waiting to devour, and you alone can save me. Do it I 
Then my love shall circle you as with a wall of' fire and 
radiance.— I will wander with yon over the world, if travel be 
your pleasure.— Will lavish wealth, if you will that.— Write 
move the multitude, and on the waves of popular applause ride 
into power, if you wUl it so, and lay the trophies of my victo- 
ries at your feet, piled high as your ambition soars. Look in 
my fece, see what one short night has done. The torments of 
the damned were coursing through my veins, as the dread honrs 
went on. I can not, will not bear it. You can change all this 
and bid me live again. The lightning of this unGithomable 
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Scene I.] EDITH, I! 

passion flashing on you, Edith, it must awaken something in 
return, if you he human. Say you love me. You do! you 
do I I waken from tliis terrible dream and live. {Kneeli, 
cafekes her hand Buddmly, and. kisses it ; sTie skrinJcs badfo indig- 
lumtly,) 



You wrong me in what you Ei^, and wrong yourself much 
more. Rise, sir ! this is degrading to us hoth. This subject 
I haye forbidden tJiesa several times, and yet you force it on 
me, force me to speak fully too, you so misrepresent my 
every word and act. Your lather was an exile from his native 
lajid, and for that cause, and for his high intelligenoe, was al- 
ways welcome beneatii my father's roof; and so as children 
we were thrown together, but since the meanings of the word 
affection first flashed upon my heart, till now, I have never 
spoken a word to you whieh would bear a tender meaning. 



Edith, you liavet Von— 



Listen, sir, or I leave the room instantly, and see you no 
more : / will not listen further. You grew to manhood, went 
to Eome ; we parted with no word, save an evcry-day good by ; 
you never wrote mo, never asked to write. T doubt if I lived 
in your memory, much le^ yoiir feelings, if I may believe all 
that is told about your gay and reckless Ufe there. You came 
again, met me unmoved except a sudden glance and start at 
my changed faee and form. Then this passion first arose in 
you, boundl^s and overwhelming. You let it have fiill way, 
and made no effort of the will to stem its hopeless current 
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Hopeless ! It shall not— 



Listen, and hold your peace. Yon have touched my honor 
in misconstruing my acts and words, and I will speak. You 
were nurtured near our house in a religious neighhorhood and 
with religious teaching. You went away — returned, and I 
was pained to see how a few short years had undermined your 
character. For all your art could not conceal that you sooiFed 
at what I held most dear, my hope of immortality. I trem- 
bled for you (hen, read to you, talked with you, gave you all 
the hours I could in the vain, foolish hope to win you back 
again. I offered you my cup filled up with anxious warning 
aud with the wish to save a soul for heaven, and from it you 
drank passion to the drags, and now dare to assert I offered 
that. You think too I may jest m saymg that I shrink from 
this mad and unhallowed passion Sir I a man can pay no 
higher compliment to one of us, than ask her hand, if it he 
done in single-mindedneai and for her sake alone, unless he 
give his life, and I esteem it so, nor hold it lightly, pitying her 
who does, and feeds her vanity with such a sacred thing as 
any human being's love. 

I would gladly gamer up my secret in my heart, but it is 
best you should know all. I love another ! {Reetor half draws 
his pistol as he starts lack arid whispers hearse^/. ) 



Hosted .vGoogle 



Scene!.] EDITH. 

KECTOE, {Aside.") 
It is he who told these tales then— hlood !— hlood I 



You have met him in Rome. He is on tt visit to his mother 
now, and may return at any hour. I am his afflanoed bride^ 
have loved him since my girlhood. Why should I speak or 
act to entan^e you? You know me better. Why, if my 
heart was not preoccupied, sooner than share this iEtna- 
passion-flame, which you miscall love, and which with its 
burning lava would make an arid plain of life, rather than 
teeming fields of help, and usefulness ; or mate myself with an 
intelligence which I fear has forgotten its God, I would shut 
myself forever from the world, or welcome death itself. We 
must not meet again. Musx not I FarewelL (Rector draws 1m 
pistol «» she turm, and moves slowly away, lenela it at her and 
shudders, t/ten points it at his ovin hend and shudders, then 
hides it hurriedly as she turns iach) Hector, forgive me. 1 
would not harm the meanest thing that lives if I eould help it. 
Let us part friends. Here, take these flowers in token you 
forgive me, will you not? 

[Shiit weeping. Sector crushes the flowers, drops them, <md 
draws his pistol. 



A curse upon her life, for she has blighted mine. Back, use- 
less sprite, (Ooitceals pistol.) I dare not use you, though I call 
you up so often to do my bidding. I must find means more 

noiseless to crush the things. 

[&!it, laughing hysterically. 

Fater MAMA. 
My dear Edith is crying, and when I kissed her she returned 
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^4 EDITH. [Act I., 

it, but no word of coufidencfi. She tells me loss and less every 
day, and— Oh ! 

Knter ekhest, (Sinffi a hell.) 
Ah I Maria, I did not see you. Are you well ? 



Quite well, thank you, and glad tn sec you here again. 
How is—? {Enter servant.) Is Miss Carlton in? 



Tell her 1 await her Iciauro if ymi please. {Exit nerv/mt.) 

How is Miss Edith, Maria ? 



Well — as she always is. Her life is like a flower's— disease 
never touches it. I will call her myself, (^sj'ifo.) OhI I am so ■ 
glad he is here again. Miss Edith has not gathered an ornnge- 
blossoni for weeks. "Why are they spared ? He lias not had 
the mitten yet at any rate, I can see that in his Jace. [Exit. 

ERNEST, {Solm.) 
You look down upon me with a welcoming smile, old friends 
You have been witnesses to many an hour of calm and holy 
love, and I like you all for that, aswell as for the thoughtsand 
aentimenis I have borrowed from your pages. You never 
laugh nor frown, although you make mo do so often. Strange 
beings are ye, with your looks of calm and peaceful seeming. 
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Spene I.] 



Enter emtu, {Sadly.) 
n Tory glad to see you back again. 



Edith, my own, (Kissea her 



You found your mother well ? And asked her 
if she would love me? 



I did, indeed ; hut she already knows you, Edith. 



Yes, many years ago, when you were hut a child, she saw 
you at your uncle's house, played with, caressed, and loved 
you then, and says she longs for the day when she may call 
you daughter. She sends you back her hlessing, Edith. 
You are weeping dearest ; has any thing occurred to sadden 
you while I was ahscnt? 

Not much. "The dead past buries its dead," when you 
come. My tears are more of joyttian sorrow. See Ernest, 
here are flowers I gathered for your coming. Ha I some are 
crushedand fallen. {Aside.) This grieves me much. {Aloud.') 
Are they not lovely— beings. Their fresh fragrance, unseen, im- 
palpable, so fills the space, fhey sometimes seem to me an ac- 
tual spiritual presence. Come near the casement, Ernest, I do 
not breathe freely here, the rooms seem small and close. 
How lovely is the early spring. See, Ernest, the sun holds out 
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1« EDITH. [AolL, 

his hands full of glancing beams to scatter them over the 
chilled earth, that he may awaken Nature to her frolicking with 
the flowers, and to the embraces of his passionate love. To 
awaken her indeed to their nuptials, dressed in hyacinths, jon- 
quils, violets, and green loaf-buds. 



Yes, love, and do theynot even now stand before the altar of 
heaven, to be joined together by the Great High-Priest who 
gave tboin life, and who in due time will bless her with mater- 
nity and with fruit? See the moon there, almost hid in the 
sparkling daylight, and the light floating clouds are arrayed 
in white for the bridal ; and see too, some of them, older and 
wiser perhaps than the rest, are shedding a few rain-tears ; for 
well they know, that there will be storms and clouds as well 
n tbeir summer love. 



And hear the sweet bird-serenade for Nature's marriage: 
)ur hearts their audience. Are they not a largo one, Ernest? 



Yes, love, I feel they are ; hut the storms and clouds — do 
you ever think of them ? 

I do, and oflen. Life to me is no May-day dream, amongst 
flowers, and music, and pleasures. With all true nien, you 
often say, it is "a battle and a march;" with us it is a sphere 
to " suffer and grow strong in," if we be true. The love which 
arches life as with a rainbow, and colors it, is a halo fresh from 
heaven, and makes our task here sacred — besides, we must 
live apart. 



Hosted .vGoogle 



Yea, Ernest, one must die ^m(, and. both will die. With this 
before us, it seems like swallowing that di'up; which gives a 
moment's flash of fearful joy, and tlien a world of suffering and 
woe, to liTe a life of pleasure. 



sadder thoughts than a 



They are, and yet I would not change them for the gayest 
in the world. 

Two nights ago I sat at the open window, hour after hour, 
and thought of yon. The Great Mother had spread her quilt of 
darkness, sparkling with mysterious needle-work, over hei' 
little ones, and was hushing them to sleep, after the toil of the 
long day. The moon came up like a guardiim nngol, and 
seemed to say, " Peace, he still," as it stood there, in the silent 
sky, while its beams scattered tJiemselyeE over the trees, and 
over the distant houses, white, and calm, and holy, as if no sin, 
nor sickness, nor sorrow, nor remorse, turked under their sil- 
vered roofe. What were yo« doing then, my own Ernest ? 
What were you thinking of ? 



Talking to my ulotllBV lonj; after inidniglit, luvo, and iiiof,lly 
of yourself. 

I thought so. Thought so nt the time. I felt you wert. 
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Tell mc— for it has troubled my thoughts much, lately, and 
colored my dreams too much. The wild passion whioh ro- 
mances treat oij and which I had thrown aside, (AHde,) until 
now— as exaggerated or feJse, is it loye ? Can it be that or 
even mixed with it f Or has the sacred thing which we call 
love relationship with that P It sorely puzzles me, { Plteyfully.) 
Put on your philosophic cap, dear Ernest, and tell mo all about 
it. Will you not 1 

ERNEST. 

I wiU try. Sit here. To ask what love w, were like demand- 
ing of what the soul is formed. The Highest alone can tell. 
After our utmost analyzing, they still remain the same deep 
mystery. But that which you would learn I think is more 
within our grasp, (fl^^feflfe a moment, then takes a flower.) This 



Ves,we wUlcallitso. Youseeit grow in the earth. There, 
in the gross soil. That soil is passion, and covers the roofs 
only of the plant This flower has unfolded and acquired its 
beauty above the earth, in the sunshine, the showers, and tho 
air. They are affection, friendship, kindness, truth. 



DKNEST. 

Yon sec that thU is not earth, nor sun.shino, nor shovter; n 
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Scene I.] EDITH. 1 9 

air; it ia a flower, pBJiaking of their natures. A glorious and 
beautiful emanation, from all, yet distinct from each. Cut this 
flower from its earth-covered roots, it dies. Exclude the sun-, 
the air, the shower, or either of them, still it dies. Now we 
will speak of love. Love brings from passion, has its roots 
there, has no life without, and grows and unfolds into its won- 
drous heauty in the affections and higher sentiments. 

The man with passion in his nature, but without these, has 
feelings for your sex which are low and debasing. Even if he 
have intellect, it is but the ornamental framework round a 
monster ; he can not love. 

EDITH, (Aside.) 
He pictures the miserable Hector. 



Again, take one who has no passion in his nature, though 
he have all the rest ; he may be entertaining, learned, wise, and 
a good friend ; but still he can not love, and so on in degree 
through all the various developments of our nature, up to that 
equally balanced one, in which true love, that most beautiful 
existence short of heaven, that reflex of divinity itself, taiea 
root and comes to life. And then in friendship, tenderness, and 
truth, it grows in such luxuriance that it hides the passion- 
earth from which it springs. 



Then ia there no platonic love? 



None. It would bo like cold caloric, or planting a seed in 
,he air, and expecting it to spring into a thing of light and 
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beauty. Let us go into the garden, loye, wc will speak farther 
of this. 

Yes, there Ernest, where the infinite sky domes the cham- 
ber, and the song-birds are your auditors as well as I. Come 1 
[MaAt. 
Enter maria. 

My dear mistress permits me to do so little for her, that ) 
have half my time unoccupied except in reading. {Eeadd, 

Enter joh_\-. 
Good morning, beauty. 



Good morning, beast. What is the news in your kingdom ? 
What hsiTO the horses been teaching you ? 



Well, how is it? 



We don't tell a throe-year-old what a hater means, until it 
is round its nock, It wouldn't be so easy catching ttcn. I 
want Touatt if you please. Mr, Carlton took it from the sta- 
ble. One of my subjects is drooping, 

iiARiA, {Oiving Mm a looh) 
You read nothing but that stupid book. It is your Bible. 
Tf you were not forerer " curing" the horses, they would not 
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be eick so often. I don't believt, John, you would go to 
heaven if jou hatl a cliancc. 

Why V 



Because there are no horses there. If you alteniplisd the 
voyage you would never go beyond Saturn, 



Because your spirit would be sure to take horses with it, and 
there is a ring at Saturn to ride in, (Points to iook.) "Whicli is 
sick now ? 



" Ariel." Miss Edith can't ride out to-day. 



She would not ride if there were fifty Ariels. She is droam- 
iiig of a fool's paradise, aiid riding her fancy thery. 



What is a fool's paradise? 



A little golden circle, large enough to hold that. 

[HoUUng tip her finger. 



['ill glad you think so, llnria, 

\He tttfemptu to tjss her ; the ho:tes his eare and n/iri-iil'n liack. 
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[Act I., 



Take that for your impertinence, for I AoiCt think so — If 
that's part of your "breaking in," its a failure. Please, John, 
don't be rude ,1 diij nt mean to hurt you ; indeed I didn't. 
Have I ? 

No, you Pu*.},, not i hit. By the way, what is the matter 
with Mr. Aldini '' I i^aw hjm going down the avenue as if he 
had the blind staggeis I always thought he was " all action 
and no go." I'll put up two to ono on Mr. Bgerton against 
him on the field How is it, Marn^ 

MARIA, {Civrte^ying,) 
I — never— tell— secrets — Mr.— Grant. lExit. 

JOHS, (imitating.) 
Especially— when — you— don't — know — them, Mi ss — Maria. 
You want breaking in, you do, and a curb-bit. 

[E^t, rubbing Ms eai: 



'SCENE 11. (A street.) 

[Enter Hectok, and Dinah foUomnff. Hbctok c 
stage without stopping. 



Massa Hector I Massa Hector ! Dat you, sure enough. Give 
ole Dinah something I Out of prison now, and nothing to eat. 
Didn't steal dem tings, nohow. 



Go to the devil, hag. 
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ciNAH, {Sittintj lyi.) 
No! I don't go dar notow; you go first, you will You 
needn't go, any way ; you's devil's self^ you is. Your fiither 
put me in prison 'cause tings got in my box theyselyes, they 
did. You knock down ole Dinah 'cause she nusB you when 
you war little tooty baby, you do ; you aint no sort of man. 
Oh! my! I'se killed dead.~0 lor I 

{Exit, runmng. 

Enter first aruJ, seeotid Officers, and cross stags while speaMng. 



a looks as if he had lost his soul, or his sweetheart. 



If there is a murder reported at the station when we get 
back, I shall be after him and no mistake. 



{OamMing hell — on one side a supper-tahle — persona drinking 
— on the other side a ga/ming table — fefsons playing.') 

Enter Hector. Se crosses hMrricAly — dHnlcs eeneral times at 
the mpper-table — looks at players — drinks again. 



Make up your game. 
Five hundred on the red, (DrtnJcs.'} 
Red loses. 
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Five hundred on the rod, {Players eroied round, exciUd.\ 
Jone. Damn the chances. Five hvmdred on the red. 



Ulacl; wins. {Ileetor drinks and retiirus.) 



ti thousand on the blaclc. 



Ono thousand on the blao 



Double zero. I clear the hoard. 

HECiOR, (Going to the supper-tabU, etaggering.) 
Waiter, brandy, {Pours Itran^ into tmiko/rd, and drmU 
d^eeply; retvms to tabh.) Ten thousand oa the black. 
(Th/eom$ dovm pocket iook and hat.) Ten tiiousand devils. 
Ten thou — {Draws iowie knife— players scatter — Hector ra/eea 
round the stage.) Offth,erel offi She is mine! Blood! blood! 
[ Tino flayers eateh ?m arms ; he falls dnmh. ] 

Curtain. 
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Scene I.] 



ACT II. 



SCENE I, 



A draming-room, Iknest, Edith, and child discwm-ed, child at 

Edmb's feet. 

ERNEST, {Reading as the curtain rises.) 

" Mrs. May knelt there hour after hour, far into the night, 
until her servanfa were alarmed, and they eame and accosted 
her. But she answered them calmly, and left the grave with 
a blessed peace in her heart And they drove over the lonely 
road, and through the quiet and deserted streets towards her 
desolate home, a sad, but a wiser, a better being, for her soul 
had known the divine depth ; her heart had become the sanc- 
tuary of sorrow. God tad taken away her loved one for a time, 
but he had given his own love in return ; and she wept no 

EOITH, (We^iiiff, and taUng her child to her losom.) 
It is a sweet and simple tale. The most saddening one I 
have heard this many a day. 



It is indeed most sad ; and yet it was a blessed loss. Hea- 
ven sent its grace to fill the void that Death had made, and 
that she might have lost if she had kept her child. Edith, 
dear, is not little Ernest's face paler to-day than usual t 
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[Act II., 



Ernest! {ChitekingMa arm) you have read this wicked story 
to warn me of some coining horror. For heayen's sake, tell 
me is he ill ? la he ill, Ernest? My eyea are hlinding ; I can 
not see the boy. 

My dear wife, I givu you my word I had no shadow of such 
n thought lie has been playing half the day, and so — fa- 
tigued, that's all. 

Thank heaven! Kniestl the love 1 bear that child so 
fills and flowa about my being it has bocoino its air and light, 
and I droop as the flowers do for rain when he is from my 
side. My heart swells in gratitude for him ; my soul praises 
the Highest for him. His life over-arches mine like a bow of 
promise to fallen man, fo bid him hope. 



■ The love you bear our child, my dear wife, is true, and deep, 
and beautiful, but it is more than these unfortunately, and 
marks yourbrowwith lines it should not bear these ten years, 
I have thought of this much lately, and must speak of it. 
This fair child was given ua to love and cherish, guard and 
train aright for Him who gave it ; not for an idol, dearest. 



Ah I Ernest, jou do not love him as I do. 



Perhaps not, yet I do love him well. It seemed, indeed, as 
if anotiter spirit came and dwelt within me when he was born. 
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Scene I.] EDITH. 27 

Before, I read, worked, dreamed, and thought, that / might 
he developed and have a clearer insight into myself— my 
Author and his works. Now ! I seem to do it ia and through 
this little one, and for a higher, holier purpose. It would 
lower nil this much to idolize him. 



Bat, Ernest, what would yon hare me do f My love rises 
from my soul at timea in such overwhelming floods, I could not 
stay it if I would. It carries thought and judgment all away, 
and comes, too, with such yearning depth it sometimes brings 
the heart-ache with it. I never knew before what " dark 
with excess of Ught" could mean. I paint his future daily. 
Dream such dreams of him, and wake to find the seed of my 
blessed visions planted here. Sometimes he is a vringed 
cherub, flying in circles over my head, which circles turn to 
haloes as he moves. Sometimes in manhood, too, he comes 
and moves the crowd with glowing words of fire, which sway 
and mould it to his will and thoughts. Again, the senate 
listens to him as his eloquence would save the nation, or raise 
it to another height. And once, he bent over the death-couch 
of his gray-haired mother, her task alt done, and as the angel 
summoned her to judgment, took her last breath, and gave his 
blessing back. What would yon have me do ? 



Edith I The days vanish into the past eternity; and the 
rears roll on. You may die soon. 



Well! and perhaps it would be ineU. The thought has 
little terror in it, Ernest, for myself, and sometimes none. 
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I know your courage, dearest— have seen it tried almost 
to the bitter end, where men would quail, and yet you smiled, 
because the cbild was safe. Edith ! I in a few weeks or even 
cTays may die and leave you. 



Nothing, love, but that all must die, and most of us, too, 
with littie warning. We should reflect on that, and be pre- 

It would be a weary life without you, Ernest Were it not 
for him, I should pray to follow yoii before you had reached 
the stars on that long journey. 

" Were rt not for him !" Why, Edith, ho may die to-mor- 

EDirn, {Eising and seizing hie arm.) 
You will kin mo ; nay, this is fearful, Ernest. What is tJiia 
dreadful mystery ? 

No mystery, love, only the swift-winged messenger may be 
sent at any moment to take back this little life, which has 
been lent to you, not given. Sent to be trained for heaven, 
not to keep. You hide this from your very soul, and go on 
worshipping your idol. I would have you think of it, and 
check, if possible, what is unhealthy, and may, perhaps, be 
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Scene II.] EDITH. 29 

found hereafter wicked in your love. And for this end, per- 
haps, it is well we read that tale of wo. Read it again, 
dearest, and think of what I have said. Now we will see this 
sufferer that you spoke of, and take our darling with us, (They 
rke ; Edith arranges Jier lonnet.) A sad sight met my eyes 
this morning, Edith. 



Your quondam lover, Hector Aldini. He had been drinking, 
and has reached nearly the lowest stage of degradation. 



Alas ! alas 1 It has caused me many a sad and solemn hour, 
but yet I can not blame myself. He broke his father's heart, 
t«o. The old man told me, with hitter tears, that all his hopes 
had been centred there, and that all were blasted. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



Street — Enter Heotok aliglhtly intoxicated — singing " 
Hundred" — poorly dressed and with a thdb'by old hat. 



Wish I could "get religion." Devil take me if I can; IVe 
prayed, knelt, sung, and offered the sisters pattern piety, 
and the head-devils money; but it's no go. Father died and 
left me twelve-and-a-half cents, drank two horns of brandy 
with it to his memory. Sister's asleep ; got a marble quilt on 
her bed, poor thing. Now her Pmitanical Yankee husband's 
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30 EDITH. [Act II., 

dead, too. Left me flvc thousand dollars, on condition that 
Td reform, and "jine the church;" curse him, (Siitys "Old 
Hundred:') Been to forty D.D.'s, fifty KEV.'s, and fourteen 
sextons. No use ; curse 'em all ; fhey won't let this brother 
into the pale, this lamb into the fold You're a pretty fellow 
t» go to heaven, (PwneMng hU Mt ;) why didn't you stay in 
the baek ground, then I'd have got in, {Bmmhee hat on Ku 
head.) They say I'm a wolf in sheep's clothing. Guess the 
sheep didn't mind losing his wardrobe. I've been to thedep&ts 
of aJi the railroads to heaven in town, but the conductors won't 
sell, lend, or give me a ticket. All exclusive extras for saints : 
what are sinners to do ? What's the use of having railroads 
to heaven if nobody but the stockholders can get tickets ? I 
would give half my legacy for one, and promise not to ride 
their fool's hobby, either. I have one diance left, and will 
try that. A man of ready parts, who has left the fire in his 
blacksmith's forgo to deal out Arc aJid brimstone to ft crowd 
he has gathered romid him and calls a church ; and one, they 
say, who will sell his soul for a consideration. (Bnier Ernest, 
^DFia, and ehild — tAe^ cress the stage without stopping.) Curse 
them all What they are I should be, could have been more, 
had not this slimy siren and that hated lordling there crossed 
my path. I have cursed them both until cursing has lost its 
point, and seems a child's prattle. Nerved my awn again and 
again to strike, as I have stolen after them in the darkness, 
and recoiled at the last moment Had I this being in my 
power, where gibbet and prison-house oast no fearful shadows, 
the beguiling hated wretch, I would choke her life out as she 
knelt for mercy, and looked in horror at me— the work her 
hand has made. And so the years go by, and vengeance sleeps. 
I will yet awaken it, so help me all the fiends. A child, too, 
and like him. I would give half of my life for the brat's 
heart's blood, and be revenged indeed. A child ! Her 
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Scene II.] EDITH. 3' 

child! Hal ha! hsi! "I'll have it, but I'll not keep it 
long." Money must he had. It shall he. And this liquid 
fire that is parching up mj being, shall ncTcr pass my lips 
again until the work is done. This world is a humhug, gam- 
hling-hell, bar-room, larder, where he who wins is liappy, and 
he who is miserable has thrown away his cards or had them 
stolen. They have stolen mine, hut shall not win the game. 
So help me gods and devils, {Enter John.) (Aside.) Ha 1 Satan 
sent you here to help me. It is well. 



Well, old hoss, tiroes is changed. You want grooming, you 
do. Ton want your fetlocks off and a pair of clipping scissors. 
Why, an omnibus horse wouldn't share his harness with you. 



John, are yon still with the Carltons or Egertor 



No, they said I killed the young ones' saddle-horse; and 
thought, I reckon, I was too sweet on Maria. They gave me 
leave to go some time since. 



But Maria has lived in town this long while. 



I saw her often enough. They were at the old place every 



Do you love this girl ? 
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[Act II., 



HECTOR. 

Do you think I am poor? 



Hither— Skouli say your last dime had got to the other 
sicJa of Jordan by this time. 



Well, I am not. I am rich. I have had a legacy left me, 
and not yet used it. You knew the ring of my metal in old 
times, I think ? 

That's BO. 

Now listen. I have work to do in which you can help me, 
I think, and if you do, fire hundred dollars will be jingling 
there (^Pointing to hU pocket) before the week 's over. 



Now don't you be fooling ,i fellow. It would not be kind 
of you, Mr. Aldini. I staked my last dollar oa Lady Suffolk, 
and lost. Five hundred ! why I would seU myself body and 
aoul for that just now. I can draw a ton and not be galled if 



I want neither soul nor body, only a little of your cunning. 
Do you love this girl f 
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Bah I I broke h 



I've sworn twenty times I would marry the simpletoa, and 
work ia double harness. She believed me; that's her busi- 
ness. The pretty jade kicked at first, and threatened to break 
things. Then she took to whimpering and crying. The last 
time she saw me I told her I couldn't and would'nt marry her. 
She looked as white as the old grey, and feinted too, I guess ; 
didn't wait to see. Saw a crowd collecting there after I had 
got off some distance. What is your work ? out with it. 

HECTOB, iAHde.) 

The evil one has sent me a better tool than I could have 

hoped for. (^Aloud.) Did you see the Egertons pass just now? 



Yes, sir, colt and all. 



I have taken, a fancy to the brat, and should like to help 
bring it up in the way it should go. 

JOHN, (Aside.) 

So, so, old sores not healed up yet ; and that 's the linunent. 

(Aloud.) Can't be done. It 's guarded like a race-horse the 

day before the run. Why you might as well stop Bay Duke 

when he's got the blind stagers, as get hold of that chick. 

2* 
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[Act II.. 



You are as great a simpleton as your sweetheart. Do you 
know their rooms ? 

Well, I guess I do. I have been through them often to help 
Maria fiz thiogs. 

The thing is as simple aa lying. See Maria again ; swear 
the twenij-first time you will marry her. She will believe 
you; they always do. Does she carry the keys — and with 



Toy with Ler until you can get hold of them. Have a little 
wax in your hand, and take the impression of her room-key. 
Go again the nest night. Treat the servants liberally. You 
know them all. Drug something for Maria ; feign sickness, or 
pretend to drink ; any thing for an excuse to remain over 
night in the servants' room-;. The rest is simple enough ; 
when all is still, open Maria's door, and thence go to Mrs. 
Bgerton's. Take the child, put a plaster on its mouth if it 
wakes ; place it in my hands, and then away to where you 
will, your passage paid, and a cool five hundred in your 
pocket. 

—3.40 and a second to spare. I'll 
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Scene III.] 



Why, you see, Mr. Aldini, I am getting to be a poor devil 
any way, and I don't waJit to put my aeck in the noose, until 
— until I see the tin. 

Nor do I wish you. Read that. 
JOHN, (Heads.) 
Well, how does that help the matter P Is Satan coming up 
to open a synagogue ? 

Perhaps he is here already. We will go and see. \Eh^mint. 



SCENE III. 
Room in SimpMna' Jmuse. 
{Reading and maoMng — a "bottle and glast on table.] 
Preaching for a poor congregation is slow ; it don't pay. 
It hardly pays enough to keep soul, body, and — bottle to- 
gether. I did hope to find one of the sistera with golden locks 
and silver speech ; but I have shuffled all the widows and 
virgins, and there is not a diamond in the pack. Bless the 
simpletons ; they are ready enough to take the dealer in Are 
and brimstone, but they can't have him without the cash. 
Bring that, and he will how down, even if it be before a golden 
calf. Peddler, blacksmith, segar-dealer, preacher. Four pro- 
fessions 1 step by step on the ladder of respectability, but no 
money. The sons of Mammon monopolize that, (MecMng — 
SiMPKiNS Mde» hin segar and bottle under tie table, places a 
neatpaper over them, and the booJc in his pocket.) Who's 
there f Come !a, 
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-'6 EDITH. [Act II., 

Enter Hbctob. 

HECTOR, (Aside.) 

My last card ; I'll play if, and without humbug or hypocrisy. 

I have always lost at that game. 



Who under heaveu are you ? 



1 am a poor devil ■uruJ.er heaven. Hector Aldini, Esq,, if 
you will help raise me to it. 



Whom do you want? 

Mr. Simpkins. 

SIMPKINS. 
And what do you want with him V 
HECTOR, {Aside.) 
Segars. The odor is a good symptom, {Aloud,) I hope to 
be one of his flock soon. 



The hour is past for receiving visitors, or any of the flock. 
Did not the servant tell you so ? 

HECTOR, 

She did. 
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Then why this intrusion, fellow? 

(Iliees, the hoola falls from Ms pocJuf) 

HECTOH, {Draaeing Mmielf vp.) 
Take the beam out of your eye, and this shocking bad hat 
from my head, and you will see that I am not " a fellow," {Ptei^s 
up the looh) Eugene Sue, TCry good I How can we preach 
against this wicked world, without knowing what its sins are? 
{Throws the iook tinder the fahle.) Ha! 



Out of my house this instant I 
HECTOR, (^TaMng off the newspaper,) 
Spirits I And table-tipping too, I suppose, or — tippling. 



Out of my honse sirrah, instantly ! 

DECTOH, (^Aside.) 

He will do. (Ali^ud,) My dear Mr. Simpkins, you are losing 

time, and time is money in this case. Bead that. (Rands him 

a Utter.') 



" HeotoT Aldini, E»q. : Bear Sir : Your brother-in-law, Mr. 
Emerson, has bequeathed you five thousand dollars on condi- 
tion that you reform, and join a church, which will be required 
as one of the proofs. The money is ready, and at your service 
on presentation of the proper vouchers. Your obd'nt serr'ta, 
Marsh & Munson, Wall street. Attorneys and Counsellors at 
law." Well ? 
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[Act II., 



No, it is not well ; but you can make it so for both of us. 
Give me a letter of membership in your church, as you call it, 
and I will give you five hundred dollars of this legacy. 



But you are unregenerate. 

Un-re-flddlesticks. Will you do it or not? 1 have others 
ready and willing ; my friend is at the door, and has the pro- 
mise from another preacher. 



Wwtlwwt! Don't hurry BO, my friend. Sit down. What 
security have I that you will keep your word ? 



Bring ail the Bibles you have, and dictate your oaths. Take 
my order on the lawyers, and if that won't do, lock me up here 
and collect it yourself. 



I, (AMe.) 

I know the handwriting and the lawyers ; thoy have had the 
honor of protesting my notes in the segar line. It is a perfect 
windfall. I'll do it, {WriUs.} There's the letter, what next? 

HECTOR, {Aside.) 
I am a saint at last Now every thing is safe, I hope. 
(Aloud,) To the lawyers ! to the lawyers !— bul^could a di- 
vine walk arm in arm with that ? {Soldi up liis hat.) My last 
dime has vanished into thin an-— or splits. How is your 
wardrobe off for hats ? 

[Exit SniPKiss, Hector opeTis the door, enter Jonn. 
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Scene IV.] 



Weill Weill What did b 



All right. Read that, (Hands Aim the letter.) 
JOHN, (Eeads.) 
Ha 1 Ha ! Ha 1 Bray yo ! 



Now see Maria. You hare the was, and draught, and idl 
the hints which I can give ; the rest depends on you. Come 
with the brat to the negro cellar I pointed out. I will await 
you there. 

It may be late. 



Be it forty nights in one and black as hate, you will find me. 
Go 1 go ! and John Grant, have a care ; I would lose my life 
sooner than, this should fait. (Mcit. Miter Simfkins with a 
iroad-hrimmed kat and white tie.') That is better. The 
saints ihemselves would g^ve me the right hand of fellowship 
now. Come, my dear brother. [Exeunt, 



I can not remain in this house. I must find some dark eor- 
ler of the world to hide in. Yet where shall I go f I have 
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iO EDITH. [Act II., 

no home but this. No one left to ask a home from. My hands 
tremble when I attempt lo dress the child, and Mrs. Bgerton 
looks at my hent-down, tearless, eyes and takes the child her- 
self. I feel her eye upon me always. Yet she asks no ques- 
tions, and treats me oh 1 so kindly, it almost crushes me. She 
treats me as if I was her own sister, instead of her poor foster 
sister and servant. I can not remain. I feel as if I should 
choke when I am in herpure presence. And little Ernest, too, 
he looks up and aska me why I sing no more. She will dis- 
cover all. I can not meet her scorn and live. Betrayed! 
deserted 1 Palse-heartfid monster! Yet I lore him still. 
(Enochmg. Mifer John. Mabia gereams md throve Tierself 
into hU arma.) O John! it was a horrid dream, tell it was. 
In mercy. You will not desert me S Say you will not. I will 
go with you anywhere, work for you, do any thing to bear an 
honest name. I can not stay here now. O John I I can not 
live with shame upon my brow. 

Cheer up, my pretty filly, you will come to your paces yet, 
and hold up your head with the best of them. I was poor 
when I saw you last, Maria, and couldn't keep a wife. I treated 
you as 1 did, because I felt down and disheartened myself; but 
now 1 Fve got money ! money ! I've had a legacy left mo, 
and am ready to marry you when you please. 



How can I believe ? Xou will not deceive me again, John ? 
Oh 1 do not^ do nol^ it will kill ma {Sola on his losom.) 

Cheer up, you littie simpleton. Hold up your head and 
think of your wedding-day. Why, it shall be next week, to- 
morrow, if you choose. 
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Scene IV.] 



I don't care for money, John. Mrs. Egerton will keep n 
afterward, I hope, and I shall be no burthen to you at all. 



Have yow got any money, Maria ? 



Not a cent ; I gave it all to you, and the last I borrowed for 
you. 

No matter. I have plenty, and my little wife shall have 
plenty too. (Taieg a hey from her poehet. Aside.) Ah! this 
is it (7'akea an imprcmon in wax,') You look ill, Maria, 



John ! no wonder ; no mortal knowa what I have suffered 
for some time past. 

JOHN. {Returns the key to Maria's pocket.') 
It is over now. But still you look ill apart from that — 
I saw the Egertons in the street before I ventured in. They 
may return. I must go, but will come back this evoning. 
You know how well the servants like me. I will be here to- 
night to treat thera on my good fortune. Let me see you first 
alone, and I shall have more to tell, Good-by. All will yet 
bo well. [Exit. 

Heaven grant it. (Sits down, covering to' face mth her 
hands.) 
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[Act II., 



SCENE V. (DiSAH'a cellar.) 



Never seed so much gold dar afore. Ten dollar in eagles in 
dat ar hand. Dat's better'u begging or stealing. I'se rich, I 
is. I'se gwine to be richer, I is, {Rings coin.) No foolin dar. 
Five dollar ehhety blessed week to keep a little chile. Yah ! 
Yah I Yahl One dem ar more'n keep me a month — keep me 
two month. Guess would so. Gueiss dat ar chile got no busi- 
ness to be CO ivhar, I do, {Stirs wash. ) Paint em black and call 
em little Dinah. Yah ! yah ! yah ! I do dat ar. Five dollar 
made out of gold ebbery blessed week ! Paint em blue and 
green too, ef he choose for dat ar, (Biten coin.) No foolin dar. 
'Taint no 'count begging no more. No use being took up by 
dem stars no more for being poor. Dem stars nebber shine in 
de blessed sky, no way you can fix it, nohow. Got to sit up 
all night to wait for em. Wei!, guess I'd set up all night any 
day for ten dollars' worth gold eagle, I would, {Gaps, sleeps.) 
^Vliodar? (Opemdoor.) Well, I guess I'se dreaming, (tfo^,) 
I'se mighty sleepy any how. My! it's cold. Like to see dat 
ar chile. I would make my tumal fortune out him, ef it ebber 
do come, {Sleeps, snares, hnooMng.) Oh 1 my Lord a massy, 
what dat f {Opens door, enter llec-roSjVjeU dressed, with a false 
note and whisiere.) 

All reddy, Masaa. Whar am de chile ? 

EECTOH, {Aside.) 
My disguise has bliaded her completely. It is well. Out 
of my way, and wait. 

Oh! My! LorAmighty! 
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Scene v.] 



HECTOK, {Amde.) 



The divine swore bravely to the /ai^fe. lie is a tmmp, and J 
have played him well, and paid him well. Good, pious soul, 
oTte of his flock at least will never hear his sixthly, seventhly, 
and lastly. I am booked for heaven ; there is my certificate, 
(Shews letter of ckurck-memiersMp,) and hell too, but I glut 
myBelf with vengeance. (Shows money.) This man John has 
a sharp capacity. A tool fresh fi«in the fiends, and will do 
well. He must be got rid of. I have thought of that too. 
The ship is ready, and now to cage the bird and crush them. 
It will make me feel a man again to have them in my net. 
{Enter John mth the child, falm whisJcera and nose, a handker- 
ehi^ around the ekild'i ftumth.) Minel minel Hal ha I ha! 
By the imps of darkness, mine! (Grasps the child J)y its 
clothes, and throve it on the bed ; child moans ; slaps it wntil 
it s« quiet.) Be quiet or I'll choke your life out. There is 
your brat, hag. Nobody saw you come in, John ? 



Keep it close, or you'll never see another dollar. Is his 
chamber ready. 



sa, bu'ful little room. All cleaned out, and s 
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[Act n., 



Yes, and a double door I have had put in, with stones be- 
tween. The hag can leave him, and no one hear him cry, if 
he should take to that amusement. Now put it in its cham- 
ber. (DiNAii puts the child in. tJte oven ; child eries and woam, 
aound lost as the door cloaes.) You have done bravely, my boy. 



And you look as if you had not been idle. 

See. (Shows money.) 

'By Moses ! The lai^est stakes I ever saw together. 

And there is your share No fuss, No noise ? 

None. The drug worked hke a charm I left thi, footman 
asleep, Maria quiet as death and no one else saw me Mrs 
Egerton did not awaken and I stuffed the handkerchief into 
the child's month. 

You have earned, and well earned your money tiow go 
The ship is in the stream and will eail with the morning tide 
A boat will be in waiting foi you at Whitehall Here is the 
receipt for your fare, and every thing you require is on board. 
By the way, I have been thinking that this is a dangerous 
business you have been in. I would advise you never to re- 
turn, as the frolic might cost you dear if you were caught. 
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Scene VI.] 



They'll be distanced if they put on their best uags. I 
shouldn't like to fill a one-horse power at Sing Sing. Good- 
hy, (Aside.) Five hundred dollars for a "roarer" and "crib- 
biter" and no guarantee. He's green. [Meit. 



Now who has won? Hal ha I hal Lying coquette and 
pretentious popinjay. I would giye what's left to be invisible 
and see your joy tliis morning. Your laughter and your lov- 
ing talk over his empty bed. This awful thirst is burning 
me, my throat is parched for stimulant, from which my ven- 
geance has debarred me, but I must not taste. I dare not 
taste. IMdt. 

SCENE VI. 
Editk'-i drmnng-room, ied in alcove, crii near it. 



{Ifressed in a morning -wappe/r, her hair partly falling over 
heTjace and shoulders.) 

It is my sweet cherub's birthday. Ohl I have had such 
blessed dreams. Such fairy scones, fuU of winged beings, and 
my boy amongst them, flying like a bird from tree to tree. 
Then he would alight upon my shoulders — in my arms, and 
float off again to bods of flowers. Perfumes filled the air, and 
tones from hidden instruments. I did not know what life was 
until Heaven sent him to nnlock the mystery for me. The 
flowers arc as fresh as they were yesterday. These for his 
ringlets. I have not kissed my angel yet, {Goes mth JIok- 
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46 EDITH. [Act II., 

er» to the crib, draws the curtain, starts hack, dram the curtain 
(if her ovm, hed, totters to the tide-door, holding her hand on Aer 
heart.) Ernest 1 M7 husband I (_Stoj)pinff to eatch Ireath; 
then crosses to L., hnocis.) Maria! Maria 1 (Enter Mama, 
drowsy, half-conscious.) Maria, you frighten me. You should 
not have taken Bmeat away before I kissed him. You know I 
like to curl his h^r myself. He has not said hia little prayer 



I have not seen him, (Edith groans, holds her hand to her 
heart, and watches Maria, hjSo opens the curtain, closet, doors, 
etc. ; crosses stage and lenoeks.) Mr. Egerton ! Mr. Egerton ! 
(Crosses thestage,rings violently, enter Seniant.) Yourmaster, 
where is he, and little Emest? 



Mr, Egerton is in the conservatory, but I have not seen the 
child. He is not with him. (Edith screams hysterically, then 
rushes out, screaming, until the screams are lost in the distance.) 

(KnocMng.) Bnter ernbst, (Solus.) 

Edith, may I come in ? I thoi^ht I heard a scream. What, 
up and out aheady ? It is tlio boy's birthday tliat has aroused 
them thus. I have fair spoils for them both. (Opens casket.) 
A birthday present and surprise. Ha I My God, what's that ? 
(Screams in the distance, nearer anA riearer. Edith rushes on, 
followed hy Maria and Servants, she seises Aw hwband ly the 
shoulders, thensinhson her knees.) 
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Scene VI.] EDITH. 

My child ! My child ! Give me my child t 



I littve not seen him, love, this morning. (Edith groana and 
falU senieless.) 
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[Act ni., 



ACT III. 



Disah's Cellar. (Dinah discovered with the child. A hnocl: 
ing is heard.) 



Get in dar honey, jou be kilt if any body s( 
honey. Who dar? 



Oh ! dat all rights massa, [Enter Hector. 

HECTOR, (Aeide.) 
They are moTing heaven and eardi to find the brat; I will 
move the other sphere fo hide it Rewards, adyertisements, 
police officers, and the affair a town talk these four days. 
Money too, flowing like wat«r. Let us see who will win. 
Win t I would kill the bantling with my own hands sooner 
thansecit iaher arms again. Who made me a leprosy— -a foul 
nnd loathed thing? This child's mother, \Yho took from me 
the ambition of a man, and sent me forth to struggle in the 
meshes of drunkenness, and grovel at the Spirit God's feet a 
Bot ? That puling mockery's mother, This old hag must be 
more than bribed; she must be terrified, (.^fouol,) Dinah 1 bring 
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Scene I.] EDITH. 49 

out your brat, {She dravm the child from the oxmCj Why is 
its fece not blacked, and hair off, you hag of Hades? Diso- 
beying orders already, are you ? Take that, {Firm pwtol with 
percmsion cap only, iy the iide of her head,) you whelp. 

BiNAH, {Falling cm her hnefs.) 
Oh ! lor a marsy. Oh ! lor, I'se killed dead. Oh I lor, don't 
kill me no more. I do ehery ting, 'deed I will, {Runt for 
wash, and. hegins Slacking the child's face.) 



Now if you take tliat hrat out of doors, or let any person see 
it, or find out that it is here, I will put a bullet through 
your head, although I missed you this time. 

DiNAB, {Feeling her head.) 
Oh! lor, de bullet's dar, feel him going 'bout inside. I'se 
dead, I is, oh ! lor. 

Who has been hero ? 



Nobody has, massa — devil may take me if he has. Nobody 
nassa. 

nucTOE. 

Who has seen it ? 



Nobody, Massa, lor knows nobody seen it, lor knows dat a: 
Deceire me again'and 1 will blow your brains out. 
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[Act m., 



Oh ! my good blessed lor. Put down dat ar, it'll go off agin, 
and kill mo straight— don't, don't Oh ! lor, 

HECTOR. 

There's money. Do my bidding and you will have plenty 
of it ; and hearken, when that little imp is d^ad, I shall give 
you a hundred dollars ffl pay its funeral. Do you understand ? 



Yes I understand what 1 do. He wants me to kill that 
blessed httle aagel, he does. Can't do dat ar; might a could 
'fore he come ; can't do it now, nohow, cause he's a blessed 
little angel, he is. Felt good all de time he's been in dis house, 
I has. Can't do it nohow. Bu'ful nigger you make ; stand 
still, bless em, chile, stand still, let ole mammy make bu'ful 
httle nigger. You must be little ni^er, honey, else ole mam- 
my be shot dead, and you'll have nobody to keep dat bad man 
from killing you. f knows he's bad man, I do. Bu'ful blessed 
darkie, you be. 

SCENE li. 
Edith'i dressing-room. 
MAMA. (Solm.) 
God I What shall I do, what shall I do ? Deserted, help- 
less, hopeless I This woe has made me selfish, pitiless. I 
have no tears even for the childless mother. Why should I ? 
She has no remorse in all she suffers. That he should come 
here like a mocking fiend, and then for idle insult simply, seek 
burn the knowledge of his cruel infamy more deeply in my 
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Scene n.] EDITH. o{ 

soul. Oome hei'e without an object, save to lie. Crush me 
to dcaOi — with fond oinbraces. Tear out ray eyes while prais- 
ing them. With perfume poison me. Cold-hearfed, heartless 
monster [ Wliat have I done to merit this ? Whichever way 
I turn, shame and despair stare me in the lace. I was her 
foster sister ; we were playmates together ; and since, and 
always, she has treated me more as her companion than her 
waiting-maid — and to requite it so. But where to go ? Where ? 
WLere ? I have no home but this — a home of misery to both. 
She seems to suffer a whole life of agony each day, and despair 
is turning her black hair gray. Mr. Egerfon has heard of a 
stray child out of town ; resembles his, they say. The large 
rewards bring him such information hourly, and ho has gone 
to see if it he Uttle Ernest. Heaven grant it may be he. But 
I must go ; would that He who gave my life would take it 
back. I dare not force it to his presence, (Holdi licr hands 
oBflr Aer^/lfCe, aoibing. Si(er Editji, her havreomm/ihatgray — 
ahonnetinherhand.') You will not go out, madam? The mes- 
senger is expected hourly. 



I would follow him, (S^e falls into a chair, holds her hands ta 
her heart and groam,) and cheat the hours of their agony. 
(Soldi her hand to her heart from time to time, m if in sud- 
den pain^ o/tid breathes deeply. Maria takes the ieimet.') How 
late is it? 

Twenty minutes past two. 
EDITH, (Taies vp a hooh) 
I can not see the words. {Grosses to £.—stagger»~-holds her 
hand to her heart— sits at tahh and tales vp sewing.) I can 
not see a stitch. How late is it? 
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EDITH. [Act lU., 

Twenty-five minutes past two. 



You told me that an hour ago. {Recognises a garment of littte 
Ernest — utters a cry and falls hach—Mariahides the garment — 
lDiTH,wi(ft fter ^and on her heart, swa^a to and fro.) 

MiniA, {Coming forward with hesitation.') 
Madam — I — I must — 



I — I can not remain here. I must leave your service, and 
this house, madam. 

EDITH. 

You are not in service. You are my foster sister and com- 
panion—why go? I can not blame you. God! Would 
that I oould leave it — and myself. 



Oh 1 no ! no I Indeed, it is not that It breaks my heart to 
go. You have been mother, sister, fi;iend, to me. All I have 
in the whole world ; but — but — 
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Scene ir.] EDITH. 53 

Speak on. 
MARIA, (SoU) 

I— John swore, with oaths a fiend would hardly dare to 
break, that he would marry me. I— I was a poor weak silly 
simpleton— and — he has deserted me. 

EDITH, iAfide.) 
I feared as much. (Aloud.) I understand you. You must 
not go — {Aside.) A grim companionship. {Aloud.) You 
will remain. You promise me ? {Falh on her haeet, omd mh- 
Hng, Mdsi her face in Edith's lap.) Would I could weep — 
or pray. Go weep your fill ; you ahall be cared for. {Miter 
meaaenger ieith a UUer. Edmh springs tip and grasps the Utter 
— tea'Ti it opmh — her handa trembling moUntly.) Maria 1 I can 
not see a word. (Mabia steadies her hands; she lets the letter 
fall aa she reads, avA ivnks to a chair — her hand on her heart.] 

MARIA, (Headiiig.) 
" Dear wife, it is not Ernest. I am pursuing what fkrther 
phantoms ofier." {Aside) If my poor life could bring him hack, 
with what joy I would yield it up. (Mnler Dh, Lawbakce.) 

EDITH, {Starting up.) 
Well ? (Doetor shakes his head. Emth sinh to her chair 
again.) 

CR. LAVTRANCB, {Aside.) 

The city has been ransacked, square by square, and yet no 
tidings. The large rewards spur on the seekers. The tele- 
graphs flash their inquiries to neighboring towns. The police 
eearch every comer, and yet no tidings. And-she upon whose 



Hosted .vGoogle 



54 EDITH, [Actm., 

heart aad spiritual being the gods have lavished so much care, 
is dying. Dying beyond the reach of every medicine, save 
one, and that locked up in this inscrutable mystery. {Aloud.) 
Dear madara, your Mends, your husband, the police, and many 
more, are searching everywhere. It can not be delayed much 
longer. The child must bo found a.t last. Our Saviour says : 
" Suffer little children to come unto me." He will watch over 
yours; and if ho has taken— 



No morel I would be alone. Your pardon, old friend. 
You will forgive a crushed and miserable being. Maria I I 
would speak with Dr. Lawrance. (.Ecei Mama.) That girl 
has been most foully wronged hy John, the late superintend- 
ent of my other's place. He must he found, and married to 
her. Spare nothing ; least of all, money. This lies near my 
heart — next to— God i f£!nter Ernebi — Edith tprings -up, 
chitcheB her hiialiand 6j/ the arms, and imeeU.') 



Well ? (Ernest sliaJces hu head and Msses Iter forehead— s/ie 
ahrinka to her chair affoin.) 



No, old friend, and doubly friend, now in the hour of our 
affliction. None. Reports come thick and fest I leave to. 
day for several distant places; from each there cornea faint flash 
of hope. Here, I leave all to you, and these, {Handing open, 
letters.) Let the most foolish and unUkely, as well as the 
others, have dtfe attention. At four, I will see you at the 
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Scene n.] EDITH. 55 

depot, {Exit Doctor — Ernest hneeU.) Dear Edith, many 
reports have reached me of stray childrea at various points. 
I go to all ; and will telegraph and write you, love, from each. 



Do! It breaks the horrible monotony with a 



I would not have you hope too strongly, dearest; but you 
wrong yourself in hugging to your breast this black despair. 
You wrong our child, (Enrrs Ttolds lur hand to Tier heart,) too, 
should he be found, in tampering with a health which you 
require to train him ; and you wrong our Father who has seen 
good to try us in this fiery furnace. Ask him for strength to 
bear, and it toU come. 

I ca.n^not pray. 



Since — since— and any hour may bring us tidings, love. 
You will try, and be resigned, dearest, will you not? 

Oo! gol A moment lost maybe a fata] one, (S/kses St 
forehead — taies her jtamite hand, and exit.) God I Hy 
c'aild 1 my child ! 
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3« EDITH. [Act III.. 

SCENE HI. 
Dihah's cellar— a hole in the floor— DfHkB and cMU discovered. 

Dar chile, honey, nice soft straw in dat ar bos for you, get 
in, honey. Don't say nothing when I put you down dar, else 
dey kill you, dey wiU, and put your ole mammy in prison. 
Star bin here. Frighten me to death, he did. Look at oven- 
door; see stones dar; look 'spicious, aa ef he'd come agin. 
Twoii't do dare no longer. I git shot for losing you, chile ; 
git took off to prison for haying you ; can't be right anyway. 
Nebber was before in my life, nor since, no how. Bless you, 
deary, yon aint bit afeerd to be buried, jov. ajnt, (JPuU hom in. 
the hole.) Dere candy, honey ; have candy cbeiy time it goes in 
dar. Nebber apeak when I taHc to some body, chile ; dey kill 
me and yon too, {ShocMng—DitiAB covers the Aole and run* 
about.) Oh my lor, what I do, nothing is ready, what I do 
Who dar? 

rt is I, Dinah, 



bless de lor, I thought it was them stars come a^in I 
did. ' 

Enter HaoTon. 

HECTOR. {Agide.)l 

1 am scorching here, yet dare not drink until the brat is 
dust again. My throat is ftre, and yet I dare not quench it 
while this nightmare Uves. Once fasted, and the rage for 
wine comes like a whirlwind, and my tongue is loosed. I dare 
not, leet they discover all, holt me in a cell, and laugh at my 
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Scene III. I EDITH. .^7 

plotting. No ! no I and yet revenge is bought at heavy cost. 
I would cnifiii its life out if I dared. Ay, sell it for a little 
glass of wine. {AhuA.') Dinah, I — here i&^^medicine for the 
child. It may be sick. Why is this place open ? {Clutehu 
DjNAH.) Where is the imp f 



Bar, Massa, all right, dar dBwn in do ground. (Pulh v,p the 
loards.) 

HERTOR, [Starting lacli.') 

Not — not dead, Dinah ? 



No — yes — dat is, Massa, he is dead. Sure enough, dead, 
(Asids,) I'se so scared — (Alovd,) shall I pull tier chile out, 
Ma.iaa; show em? JIc's dead, auro enough. 



No ! no ! Stop ! Come here, come away, you murdering 
hag. Here is your money. Dig the hole deep {Aaide) down, 
dowa to the &Te,m,yl>re(ltreti, drivel over. Dead! dead! Hal 
ha! I did not kill it. Wine! wine! [Exit. 



lor, wliat I bin and gone and done. Come so quick, like 
didn't know what I was 'bout. Made my (arnal fortune any 
how ; 'nough to lire on all my life. Take care ole Dinah. 
He come agin, find chile 'live an' kicking, he kill you sure 
enough. Come up, dare, honey, get your face «-ashed. You 
aint ni^er no more, you aint. 

Cvrtnin. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE "l. Street. 
{Enter, R. and Z., Mabia ajLd Msg. Albebtsok.I 



IVell met, Maria. You rcmeinber me, do you 
Yes, very well indeed. How have you been ? 



Quite well. How is iny old friend, Mrs. Egerfon? Has she 
quite recovered from the effect of losing her little boy ? 






No, and never will. The past year has bpen a wpury one tn 
her, Ab age indeed. 

KKS. ALBERTSOS. 

Ohldear.howdi-cadful! Doyouknow.Maria? Ihaveheard 
so much of my old friend's benevolence, that I am dying to 
call on her. I want her to subscribe to help our society send 
out some such nice young men to convert the foreign heathen 
in— in Siam, or Kamschatlta, or somewhere. It is all in mv 
book. ■' 
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Scene I.] 



Could they not be better employed in conyertiiig tlie do- 
mestic heRthen f 

MRS. ALBBETSOK. 

I don't mean thai I mean the heathen : we ca,a't have any 
heathen here, you know— we are all Christians. Do you think 
I could see Mrs. Bgerton ? Oh I if she could only meet those 
young men, I know she would BubScribe in a minute. 



Nothmg is easier than obtaining access to her. She will see 
youon her reception- day. 

MKS. ALBERTSON. 

Reception-day? Does she receive again? I am glad to 
hoar that. Oh ! she will soon recorer her spirits if she misea 
in the world, Which is her day ? 



It is to-day, Wednesday. Will you ci 



No, not now. I have to examine a new bonnet at Madame 
Malherbe's, and to call at Stewart's. I will be there in an hour. 
Tell her I am coming, please. Good morning. 



Good morning, madam. 
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[Act IV., 



SCENE ir, Lilrary. 



(Ediih and Maria discovered. Enrrir, with grwy hair, seated 
at a writing-talle. Tadle cohered with letters, papers, me- 
moramdvm hooJes, etc. Bundles anA hashets lying alcut. She 
writes, folds, and arranges rapidly. Open door, room le- 

. yond wiih e&eing.girh. Bench at wing extending hehmd 
scene; women, hoys, and girls, some with lashits, sitting.) 

MARIA. 

Sliall I not send tlie others away ? There are but few of 
them left, and you have done enough to-day to fatigue any one 
with double yoar strength. My dear madam, let me persuade 
you to take some rest; indeed it pains me to see you work so. 

No ! This is my rest, If you he fiitigued, go to your cham^ 
ber, I shall not require you further, {Continues writing.') 

MARIA, {Aside.) 
And so the tours and days go on, and this unutterable long- 
ing for her child is gnawing at her heart. This tearless, calm 
despair is drying up the fountain f h lif d th d 
approaches silently, but sure. H b ti.p tell h h 
grow more feeble daily. All th w y 
morning, she has been writing ai rm g im g 

the cases of despair or poverty wh h m b h 4 

collected through the week by h th w h 

of pOTerty and wretchedness. T tr ^ b p r h 

offers work ; to tbe sinftd, warning ; to the sick, medicines and 
nourishment; and to the dying, hope. I never dreamed there 
was such misery in the world. My own seems trifling to it, 
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Scene II.J EDITH. i>l 

Such squalor and despair as I sometimes see, it makes me shud- 
der ; hut her open hand and pure spirit come, and all things 
bloom and smile again, except herself. With her, tears, 
smiles, and hopes are of the past The poor will lose an angel 
guardian when she dies. [_Miter Servant with a, letter. 

EDiTJi, (Beads.) 
Call Bridget, Maria. (Enter Bribget.) Bridget, I havp 
found a good place for you. Here are the directions. 

BRIDGET, (Weeps.) 
I had rather stay here, ma'am, and work for yoii. 



It can not be ; your place is wanted hy some other child of 
misery, as yoa were once. (BRmoET Icneeli and Mises Edith's 



God bless you, now and always, 

EDITH, (Puts her hand to her heart and Ireathei deeply.) 
The nest. 

Enter Mks. Albbrtbopj, 

JlliS. ALBERTSOS, (AsMe.) 

The seTTant would not take my card, but said, Go in. I 
met a lotof ragamufQns on the stairs: I wonder what it meam^. 
(Aloud,) O my dear, dear Mrs. Egerton I I am so glad to see 
you again. You are looking eharming, and black is so becom- 
ing. (Aiide^ Why she is gray, and so much younger than 
I am. 

What is your busineRS here ? 
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[Act IV.. 



AI.BEHTSON, 



Oh! I hare no bugine^. Mr. A. always attends to that 
horrid stuff ; but our society wants to raise the necessary flinds 
to send out some such nice young men, 1o convert the heathen 
in Siam, I believe. It is in my boqk, and I want you to sub- 
scribe. Oh! I do wish you could see them. 



Whom, the heathen ? 



Oh! horrid! No! The young divines we intend I 



How much do you give yourself? 



Who? If dear! I give my time, and take all this 
ti 1 1 f the cause. I couldn't give any thing. Mr. A. only 
all m five thousand a year, and you know a single cape or 
shawl ts a quarter of that. But I obtain such lots of money 
fr m tl e useless baj;helors about town, and good-natured 



Why do you do this ? 



. ALBBRTSOK. 



Oh I it fills up my time so nicely, and keeps me from having 
the blues. I don't let it interfere with any thing else, and it 
puts me in good spirits, and makes me enjoy a ball or a party 
so much. And then you have such a name for benevolence il' 
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.Scene II.J K D I T H . fi;t 

you collect large sums. Will yoii nit put yojir name down 
for 1300 ? tt will looh so well. 

BPiTH, {Sternly.) 

I have nothing to give, end would give nothinj? if I ha-i 
millions. I am occupied, 

MRS. ALBEHTSOS. 

Well — I — dear me— what does it all mean— but— Mrs. Bger- 
ton^good morning, [Exit. 

I am ready, Maria. {Writeii as a woman a3mances feehly.) 
Mrs. Smith, yoii are too weak to come out yet. How ia your 

Better mft'am, thank you, a little b«ttev, not much, I am 
afraid he will die. He would have heen dead long ago, if yo\i 
had not helped us. 



There are the medicines for him, I will come with the doctor 
in the raomins. You have not told mo yet how you lost him. 



It is not much to tell, ma'am, though it nearly killed me. He 
was playing on board of a steamship, and it went off before he 
knew it. He was so frightened that he hid himself, until he 
was too hungry to remain in his hiding-piace any longer. 
Then the captain and crew abused kim. He was taken to 
Panama, and they would not bring him back. He got some 
body to write, but I never received the letter. It broke me 
down, it did, for I thought he was dead. Then it took him a 
whole year to do odd .ioh<!, or beg, or any thing to get money 
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«l KWTTH. [Act IV., 

enough to come home, and he came home with a fever. I 
caught it from him, and then you found us, heaven bless you- 
(Edith hreatUi deeply, and places Ser hand on Tiar heart sereral 
times diervng recital.) 



Take this work with you. You must not work niucli yet, 
I shall pay you hy the day until it is done, and you must not 
finish it in less than a week. Maria, send Thomas with her. 
(Maria Hngs. Enter Servant. Exit Smith and Semant.) 
The next, Maria. {Boy eomea forward. Eorra looks at Mm 
andfrowm ; hmds Mabii a piece of paper.) Ernest was to in- 
quire into this cnse. {Exit MAnrA.) What do von want ? 



Some money to pay our rent with. Got ten sistei-s and 
brothers, and father and mother, and nothing to cat for four 

{£^Bfor Maria, ; site hands a slip of paper, Edith rwes ft) hei' 
full height.) 
You are a liar and an impostor, boy. Your career of vice 
has begun early. Take heed, and repent. God sees every 
thing you do, and hears every word you say. There 1 above 
you ! {JBoy retreats, looh up and laoh frighUned, d/rops 
his lasket, picU it up hv/rriedly, and exit v>ith thuml at his 
nose.) 

EOWH, {Writes.) 

The next, Maria. 



re, madam. {EnterY}^. La 
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Scene^n.] 



Take this note, Maria, to its address, and see if die case ri 
quires my attention. [Exit Maria. 

DB. LAWiiENCE. 

John is found at last. 

[EDITH. 

That is well, and where ? 



He was traced, as you know, to Cuba, Rio, Valparaiso, and 
there lost sight of. Afterwards, I heard of him in California, 
and sent a messenger who reached San Francisco a long time 
after he had left that place for New- York, by the Horn. The 
messenger returned hj the Isthmus, and bo came Srst. The 
other vessel came to-'day, and John has been taken from her to 
the New- York Hospital, dying. "What is done must be done 
quickly. 

It is well. See that the messenger be abnndantly rewarded. 



Seems penitent, and is willing to marry her. I told hira if 
he recovered, they should be well cared for. But he can not 
live. She must come with me at once. 



She will return soon, and 1 will send her. See that a cler- 
gyman and all is ready. {Holdi out her hand.) Old friend, I 



Hosted .vGoogle 



[Act IV., 



I should feel poorer with thorn. You owe me none. I have 
had him placed in tlie superintendent's room; she will find us 
there. [ErAt. 

BDira, {Writee, then reads.) 

"John is found at last, Maria, and is readj to marry you. 
But he is dying. Go at once to the New-York Hospital, and 
in the superinteadent'a room, you will find the dei^yman. Dr. 
Lawrance, and your AusSonrf." I will pla^ie it on her table; I 
would not see her now, and want no thanks. [Exit.'] {Re- 
enter Emnr, alie rings. Enter Servant.) 



Is Mr. Egerton ii 



Tell him I will see him here, at his leisure. 



Miss Maria has gone out, and told me to send Mary to put 
'away these things. , 

No, I will do that myself. Bring in the la:^ trunk from 
Maria's room. {Exit Servant, reenter mth frunk, exit.) 
Thomas 1 This is not the — (_Sees a riMon. hangiiig from the 
tranh, and %twrta, opens the trunk and takes out, one iy one, lit- 
tle Behbst's hat and gwnmnta, folds them to her bosom, utters 
a cry, useeps passi^tiately, hneols and elaspa Jt&r hands in on 
attitude of prayer, erodes to the table, drops a garment, piais 
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Scene II.] EDITH. (i7 

it up greedily, lays the garments on. the table and about her, 
and hmes them, weeping. Enter Ernest. Editk riseg, utters 
a pimioTutte cry arA sobs up»n his bosom.) See here. (Leads 
him to the chair, Ebnbst eits doien, and passes a handher- 
ehief aver his eyes. Edith sits at his feet, an arm resting on 
his lap.) See, Ernest, his httle hat; I took it from his 
head the eyening heforo — before. The ringlets fell in clus- 
ters round hia head, and he looked up in my ftec and won- 
dered what his father would give liim on his birthday. I un- 
dressed him myself that night. He said his little prayer, and 
aa I kissed him the last — last time, Ernest, said, wake me early, 
mother. They were hia last words. (Weeps.) This is his 
necklace ; you bought it on his second birthday. I nncksped 
it too that night, and hung it on the crib. And this, {Tahes 
vp an ^abroidered garment, lets it fall, rises to her Jmees and 
sobs as she bends over Ernest's lap,) I worked it myself, he never 
wore it. (Rises, a/ad ^uta her arms round Ernest's neci:) 
Ernest, 1 have been very, very selfish these tong and weary 
months. 

ERSEST, 

No, loTe, indesd you hsYs not 



But it has gone. It seemed as if some demon gripped my 
heart and would not let it beat as Nature bade it. A horrid 
nightmare vision flUed ray soul and darkened all .the sky be- 
tween my God and me. But it has passed, and thes6 things, 
(hose little memories of my boy, have sent a gleam of light in- 
to the darkness, and I hare wept and prayed at last. (Enter 
Maria with an open letter.) 

My dear ! (Sees Ediih and Ernest together, hesitates, sr'en 
trvttk, holds np her hands, atid exit.) 
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[Act IV., 



But, Ernes), wrapped in this black despair, I haTe forgotten 
you. All that your strong heart suffered, all your strong hands 
have done. Heaven pardon me ; I will try, Ernest, to deserve 
its pardon and yours. (Kneeh and rests on Ernest's la^.) 



Then ray poor wife suffers Jess? 



No, I do not, Ernest, but I feel that strength is coming from 
jn high to help me bear it, and I can pray now, can pray that 
—that — he may he found at last. {Takes garment to her lo- 
lom, and tobs on Ebnesi's lap.) 

QuftaiTi. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE I. 



am, New-Vorh Hospital, Dr. Lawbabce, 
Maria, John, Ulergymati, Superintendent, etc., discotered. 
JoHH df/ing, held up ly the attendante. End qf marriage 
e&eetaony in dmiA show. John vnoile to gpeak, Jmvig, signs 
certifieate, aided hy clergyman. All sign eertificate, Mabia 
earner forward, holding and Mssing, it) 



He tries to speak — I think to you, Maria. (Maria holds her 
ear to his lips, shakes her head, listens again, then eloser, tremr 
bles molentl)/, eatches the Doetor Tyy the a/na.') 

MABiA. 

Doctor ! quick, I would give half of my life to liaye uiie 
minute added to his. Have you no drugs ? 



I have, and will give the most poworfulf; Ihey may relieve 
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[Act V,, 



Quick I quick ! on my knees, I beg, Flash but a moraeat's 
life there, if no more. I think he has a secret, I would give my 
own poor hfe to know. For Edith's sake, quick. {Doeloi- 
gives potion, John starts up and utters a cry of pain.) 



I stole the child and gave it to Hector Aldini. {Sinks hack, 
dead.) 

Monster ! Alas 1 my hushand. 

DB. LAWRASCE. 

This is awful. But still a clue at last ■ I will go at oiicfl for 
Mr. Bgerfon. And you ? 

Go quick ; I ehall remain. You will find I have not been 
idle. Don't breathe a word of hope yet, I pray to my poor 
misti-esB. It would kill her if it turned out to be another false- 
hood of this wicked man. {Enit Dr. L.) Will you send me 
a trusty messenger ? I will pay him well. (,Edt Sv^erin- 
tendent.) 

MAEiA, {Writes, then reads.) 

" We have a clue at last, about Mr. Egerton'a lost child. 
You will please send at once the two officers who have been so 
untiring in their efforts in this case to the hospital, in the Su- 
perintendent's room. Mr. Egerton will meet them there. The 
Hector Aldini, of whom you have spoken often with Mr. Eger- 
ton, must he arrested at once. If he could he arrested and 
brought with the officers it would he well." (Enter A 
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Scene I.] EDITH. 71 

Take that to the Chief's o£6cc, and giTC it info his own hands. 
There is money— quick ! {Exit Messengm:) 

My wedding-day. Alas I my husband there a corpse. My 
bridal wreath— tears. For friends, the sick and dying. The 
bridal couch a tomb. Tot I would have it so. Linked with 
that? AUvingbeing? It would kill me. And yet I loved 
this man, so madly and so weakly. Stole little Ernest f Stole 
the child of her who sheltered and protected me in my hour of 
desolation, and crushed her to the earth? Ohl it is mon- 
strous, And I thank heaven that it has taken him away. 
Have they suspected this, and kept it from me ? There are 110 
words will paint their generous care. {m,te7- First Officer.) 



Yes, miss, we have, but to littie purpose so far. What i^ 
n the wind now ? 



This dead man lying here, confessed, as he died, that he stole 
Dur little Ernest, 





FIRST OFFICEK. 




Who is it ? 




MARIA. 


place. 


some years since, of old Mr. Carlton'. 




FIKST OFFICER. 


The man we hare, sei 


irched for, eTerywhere. What else ? 
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[Act v., 



And gave it to Hector Aldini, The old discarded loyer of 
Mrs. I^erton. All this you know about, I think ? 



YeB, and have watched him many a weary night and day, 
without result Is that all ? 



All, The rest must b« left to you. I expect Mr.^Egerton 
here every minute. Can this man be found ? 

^FIBST OFFICER.? 

We know his haunts well. He has become a low degraded 
being. Up twice for drunkenness this very week. My[brothcr 
.officer is seeking him. (Enter Dr. L. and Brbbst.) 



Mr. Egerton ! is it not hon-ible ? 

f ■ 

EKSEST. 

It is indeed. I can not cnll you by that hated name. 

Then you know all. {Emels.) Pardon ! pardon 1] 

Rise, girl, you have earned a pardon ten times ovei'. May 
Heaven pardon you, as I do. 
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Scene I,] 



None! I dare not until I see my ckild again. What have 
you done ? 



Sent for the officers, and— {Enter Second Q^cer with 
-\r.niNi, drunJc) 



Scoundrel and hell-hound! (Clutches RmyroRbp the thivat.) 
I shall go mad. Dr. Lawrance, do what you will, I em un- 
manned. (Hector sings Old HutidTed.) 



Bray — yandy smashes all round, boys, ril pay. You old 
Co — gy. Smashes ! 

FIRST OFFicBH, {Shaking him.) 
John stole Mr- Egerton's child. 



And gave it to you. We shall imprison you, unlcssyou fdl 
HS where it is, 

HECTOH. 

Smashes ! Smash— es ! Simpkine, smashes 1 Brandy ] 
mem— member Simpkins' church. {Sings OldHunil/reA, Of- 
Jicers shahe him, then tuddertly force him dowri so that to 
Attn* and face come m eontactwith the corpse. Hector MjvmJv 
bach sobered, and shvdA&ring.) 
4 
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EDITH. [Act v.. 



He told us all. Speak, or you are a doomed man. 

Keep him off, I didn't kill hiiu. Keep him off. He stole 
the child. I didn't. I gave it to Dinah, at the negro house, 
in Anthony street {Officers exchange loolsi.) Child's dead. 

Villain ! {Doctor and others ■restrain EnnEST.) 

Uinah killed it. (Officers attempt to drag Mm towards the 
corpse, he pulU haeTc affrighted.) It's aU true. I swear it's all 
true. I will go and shov/ you. Don't 1 don't ! Let me go ! 

I know the place, and have searched it long ago. Gather 
what more you can, and I will see this Dinah. {ToSeeond Of- 
Ticer.) Secure him and meet me there, [ ^'^i- 

Heaven grant that it is false, but better death than this hor- 
rible uncertainty. 



Disah's cellar. Child, amd Dinah discovered; child deckal 
mth bits of ribbon. 

Money's all gone, chile, have to work now. Get suthing to 
oat. Thought a hundred dollar would last all dis yer life, I 
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Scene II.] EDITH. 75 

did, but it didn't no-how. All gone, chile, got to work now, 
get bread for ole maminy and iioney. Lor bless you chile, 
how kinder pokey you grows. Guess you're gwiae to die sure 
enough. I give you ehbory ting I tink on, but you don't eat 
nothing, you don't. Wish dat ar man war dead, I do. Den 
ole black mammy look for tother mammy quick enough, 
darsent though, nohow. (KnocUng.) Who dar ? Oh ! lor, 
chile! get in quick. (Puts «Ae Aild wnd box in tlie hoU.) 
Who dar? 

Open the door. {Enter Jirst officer.) 

Well dar, door's open. What you want ? 

Well, Binah, how are you ? 



Putty well, no thanks to you nohow. {The Officer opens 
i-.loaets and ooen, and tonwh wall and floor.) 



Dinah, you had a child concealed here a year a) 



No, I didn't— no, I didn't, didn't have no chile. Can't d 
dat ar nohow. 



Dinah, I am afraid I shall have to take you to prison if you 
don't tell me what has become of this child. 
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[Act v.. 



No, yon can't take dis ere chile to prison, yon can't. Don't 
try now. Works for my living, I docs. Got no chile, never 
had none nowhar. 



It won't do, Dinah, you muet go to prison or tell us about 
the child, and if you do tell, look here, (Skow^ gold,) you will 
have plenty of that, and not go to prison. 



Like to have dat ar mighty well. Don't know 'bout no chile 
Can't say nothing about nothing, doa't know nothing 'bout n. 
chile, I don't. {Enter Second Officer.) 



What hick, Bill? 
None. I have searched everywhere, and siie denies of 
What will you do next t 
! am somewhat nonplussed. 
Have you tried the tender dodge? 



Hosted .vGoogle 



Scene II.] EDITH. 7 

Try that on first ; you are great at it ; and then the pistol. 

Dinah, I'm a man- 
No, yoa aint no man, I knows you well enough. You'a offi- 
cer. You aint no man. (Both oMcers null off their coats anil 



{Both officers pull off their ci 



And have a wife and little children, and when I go home at 
night tkey kiss me, and cling about my knees, and love me ; T 
work all day for these dear little ones, so that I can have mo- 
ney to buy them bread. I am paid for finding lost children, 
and putting bad people in prison. 



Yew, you put bad people in prison — put rae in 'cause I beg, 
dat'a it. 

Now, there was a beautiful lady who had a pretty boy, that 
she loved better than her life. The little boy had blue eyes 
a,nd flasen hair. 

niNAG, [Aside.) 
Dat's liim, sure 'nough. 



And one night he was stolen by a bad man, and carried off. 
The poor mother wont raving about the streets, calling for her 
child ; and she called for him all night and all day ; and cried 
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78 EDITH. [Act v., 

and tore out her hair. {The two officers takeout their lia/ndker- 
ehi^s, and commenee sohhing ; Dinah hursta out erying.) And 
tbere the poor mother is djing for her child — crying for her 
child; and now the bad man who stole it is dead. (Dihah 
»prvng& iip, amdfalh on Iter foiees.) 



You don't say dat ar — you don't say dat ar ? 



And he said, when he was dying, that you had the child, 
and was so good to it ; and if we would take care of old Dinah 
all the rest of her life, Dinah would tell us all about it. Won't 
Dinah tell the poor white mother where her child is? 



you sure dat ar man dead — real dead — you sure dat ? 

FIRST OFFICER, ( Wiping his eyes, and hmelin^) 
Dinah, before heaven I swear, I saw him dead before I came 



(Jot no pistol or nothing 'bout him ? He shoot rac dead, ef 
he is dead ; ef he's got any pistol, he will. 



Dinah, I took it away from him myself, after h 
5ee, there it is. 
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Scene II.] 



See, Dinah, all this gold is for j<m ; and if j'ou give v 
r,hild, you shftU stay with it, and always be its second m( 



Be its tother miminy, and dat ar man dead? I do dat a 
anyhow. Oome along, chile, {L{fU up the boards,) white mar 
ray's found ; oome along, cliile. 



DINAH, {Lifting out the child.) 
No. 'taint ; it's only 'feer'd. 

KRST OFFICEB, (TaMiig up f/i« chilli.) 

Alive! — alive 1 A thousand for each of us! Bill, go and 

tell tliero, quick ; it is only a square or two. [Exit Second 

(T^c^c] You blessed piece of property! we are going to 

take you home tt> your ma. What is your name ? 
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That will do ; it's all right You are worth your weight ii 
silver — you are. Take out your fancy flxins, Dinah, (Disai 
unties rihbonit.) They will be here in a minute, and you wil 
make your fortune, I guess. 



Don't care 'bout dat ar much now. Likes dc chile like 1 
was its own ole mammy. Let me stay longside chile ; dat all 
I ask any how. [Enter Eunest, Makia, and Dr. Lawbanck.) 

liKNBST, (Catches the child to his heart, then hneeh.) 
Almighty Fatber, I thank tiiee ', (Mabia emAraees the child, 



Dat all right; dat am. 
J. LAWRASCE, (To Maria.) 
II had better break the happy news to Edith. 



fit to do it. W'e will follow you a 



SCENE in. Emth's dremng-room. 

(Edith dificoi'ered ; she reads; little Ernest's clothes lying 
about.) 

" I am with the dead, dear wife 1 the corpse of your Maria's 
husband, and may be detained all night." It is well — it is 
very well. They arc married, then. ! am glad of that. 
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Scene III.] EDITH. si 

(Groans; pjtta her harid to her R^art.) It is near the bitter end, 
and I shall never see my boy again. If he be found, he will 
grow to manhood without a mother's care. (Starts tip.) O 
God! that t could see him once, and die, (Tott&ra feebly, anJ- 
sinks to a ahair again, ; her hcmd mi heart ,-) and I must die with- 
out. If I knew him to be dead, then I could die in peace ; but 
to grow up, perhaps, amongst thieves and tagabonds. (She 
Mdt her hands over her/aee, and shudders.) I have not told 
them that I am dying ; perhaps they see it in my feeble step. 
These must be buried with me. The troubled spirit will rest 
calmer then, (Kisses the ga/nnents, one iy one, and weeps. 
Enter Maria ; thet/ embraee, sobUng ; Editii sinks to her chair.) 



The sky is less dark ; there is a glimpse of light upon tho 
horizon, which tells that the sun will i-ise Bgain. 



It has risen Maria— faithful friend ! You are 
jhild has a name ; I am very glad, ((h'oans.) 



You suffer, madam. Your sufferings are nearly over, 

1 know thoy are. They are, indeed. 

It is not of my child I would speak, dear mistress, but of 
four own. 

You are right, and I thank you, dear one! It shall be mine 
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82 EDITH. [Act v., 

while I may live — alas ! not long — aQd Ernest's, when I die. 
He will care for it and you, Maria. 



Bii t- — madam — indeed— 



No thanks — no thanks. T have shed such blessed tears 
iince you have been away. {She notices her gray kai/e ; looka 
ift the fflasi in a teorh-box.) How long ia it, Maria, since- 



Only a year, dear madam ! 

Eternity ! I have lived more than long enough for this ir 
;hose few months. 

It will soon be over now, reiadara^— 



It will indeed. See, Maria, what I have found — all these ! — 
all gathered up, and kept by you so carefully. How can I 
thank you ? 

Listen tome, madam. (Aside.) How shall I tell it? (Enter 
Ernest, Child, Doctor, and Dinah. Majoa wamg them hack 
with her Itattd, and falls on her hneei.) (Aloud.') You will 
break my heart, if you will not understand. It is of little Ernest 
! would apeak. (Edith rises, grasps Maria's shoulder, and 
trembks. The child has approached.) 



Hosted .vGoogle 



Scene III.] 



Mother ! (Edith (mvw, utters a long, pamionate cry, clasps 
her child to her bosojti, presses her hand en her heart, and eink» 
to her chair.) 

DR. LAWBABCB, {Bauvng her head.) 
Dead ! — dead 1 

ERNEST, {Kneeling.) 
Almif^hty Father! help me to bear this. (Groans.) 



TiiK highest heaven is wealthier by a soul. Woviki 1 
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